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A SUMMER MEMORY.

Rnnnlns from tlie stiiclml poroli,
Wlioro, Ilka nn Inverted toroh,
Hwlnus tlia trtimpot-flnwor- , tlio path,
morions with thn nftcrinnth
Of tlio oiirly summer dnys,
IiCnds us on to pleasant ways,

Through tlio garden's porfumeit gpnca,
Whoro tlio lily's stately Rrnco

Bhlnes In nil tlio ralr unit piiro
Whltoncss of Its Riirmontiiro,
Ana tlio purpla pniwles unit
Just abovo tlio circling soil.

Velvet leaves of crumbling linn,
Sparkling with night's Itoneyoil Uow,
Forming radiant caverns whoro
Gauze-winge- d mites mnko trnirrnut lair,
tthow tho porfcot, culm roposa
Of that regal bloom, tlio rose.
Telling of tho early uprlns,
Violets to thoir swootuoss cling
Ity r scnrcoly oponcd bud
Crimson with high summer's blood,
And tho sllvor larches fret
Over beds of mtgnonotte.

Whero tho lltlio and rustling mass
Of tho moadow's rlponlmt grass
Clings about tho gardon's edno,
Thoro wo soo, along tlio hedge,
Creamy chalices that hold
Just a spook of yollow gold.

Then the clover blossoms toss
Whore tho pathway winds noross

swoop.--, whero rlso and sink
Fluting of tho bobolink,
And tho thrushes loudly call
Just boyond the tumbling wall.
Heavy with Its boardod store,
By tho river's winding shoro
llcnds tho wheat, that roady stands
For tho roapor's brawny hands,
Murmuring a inolodlou Bong
Whon tho Bummer wind grows strong.
Up against tho mollnw Bklcs
Gradual-slopin- g hills arise,
Wooded by groat trees, that seroon
With their whispering robes of green
Winding roads, where shadows seoin
JLtko tho vistas of a dream.
Jloro, along the itolsv brooks,
T.lo tho hlddon, sunlit nooks,
Whero tho starred nnomono
Woos tho klsso of tho ben.
Illoomlngjust within tho shade
T$y a tnassivo oalc-trc- o mado.
Ilcro the hour arc cool and fleet,
And wo movo with lingering root
Down tlio slope, mid si'0 tho sun,
When tho momlow paths nro wou,
Flaming Just abovo the crest
Of a mountain In tho west.

Thomat S. Collier, in Travelers' Record.

HE HAD IT OFJF.

Why An Honest Workman Parted
with His Arm.

In thn St. .Tamos' Hospital tho man's
surgical wards aro at tho top of tlio
building. That is whero tho accidents
aro brought in. Any moment of tho
lay or night a wh'stlo through tho tube
may announce that a fresh case in com-
ing up. Possibly it may provo a mat-
ter of a sprained ankle, possibly of in-

juries only just short of death. Out-
siders imagine life in tho surgical ward
to bo a constant succession of shocks to
tho nerves. But all who ontor thcro
lcavo nerves behind, or, to speak moro
correctly, tlio norves aro kept tense,
guarded, roady for all surprises and all
demands. Still, I have heard Nurse
Wilinot confess to a strango sensation,
though moro of excitement than of
dread, when sho sees tho form of the
foremost of tho two policemen bearing
tho stretcher appear around tho corner
of tho door. Tho questions must riso
unbddon What poor soul is this
brought Iioro for its appointed measure
of palnP and what destiny is this day's
work to consummato? Is it death, or
as it lifo weighted with somo crippling
injury? Is it moral salvation or moral
ruin? Tho drift of a lifo, or, perhaps,
many lives, may bo dotorminod this
Lour.
i But ono can only imagino such re-
flections occupying tho mind as tho
nurse watches tho now patient carried
to a bed under somo ono clso's charge.
If ho Is to bo undor her own caro thcro
is no margin left for thorn, all her
rpowcr must bo summoned to tho front
and absorbed in tho duty of tho
moment. His hurts have been attended
.to down stairs, drosscd and bound, but
thoro is still much for tho nurse to do
which requires prompt attention and a
etcaay nana. &uo must ny hither ami
thither, alort yet composed. If it is a
caso of fracture a special bpd must be
prepared. If tho vital heat is lowered
Iby tlio shock hot bottles muat bo at onco
procured. Then the patient must bo
mado as clean and comfortable as his
condition permits, and if he is neither
insensible nor too ill he must, during tho
process, bo cheered and soothed by
kindly speech.

Nurse Wilmot has told mo many
stories of patients that have como under
her care, and ono of them I will set
tlown hero as nearly as I can remember
as she told it to me :

At about half-pa- st six o'clock ono
winter afternoon the well-know- n sound
camo up tho tube, and Sister Janat
directed that ono of my bods should

tho new-come- r. It was a young
man, a strapping fellow. Of his face I
could soo little, for it was bound up for
injurios to the head and jaw, and ono of
bis arms was broken, I expected to
hear that ho had fallen from a scaffold,
or had been run ovor in tho street, but
tho policeman' said they had brought
him from his own homo, wlioro thoy
had boon told ha had fallen down stairs.
Tho story could have only ono meaning,
I feared. Tho majority of tho casos
como to us through drink, and tho
policoman as he told it made a sign
which was sulliciontly satisfactory, if
any explanation wero neoded.

"Thoro was an old woman mixed up
in it, his. mother, and I tako it they'd
been soaking togothor," said he.

Tho now patient took no part in theso
explanations. Though ho had not

a groan I could soo ho was in groat
distress and ho could speak only witli
difficulty.
i "I'm glad, at any rato," said.I, "that
you appear to havo no wifo and family
to bo pinched whilo you're out of work.
You're bettor bit' than a great many that
como hero."
i Ho noddod his head and lookod at mo,

' and I saw at onco that ho had boon mis-
judged hp had not boon drinking.
Tho look was too direct and intelligent,
and so expressivo of manly endurance
that my sympathy wont out to him at
onco. Wo have sympathies as tendor as
othor women, wo nurses, I hopo, though
sometimes wo joko and laugh when
othor women would cry,

"You aro not n drlnktnjr manP" I
naked,

IIu shook his head.
"Tho doctors will toll you

morning that's In your favor."
Hicks, tho stout cabman in tho noxt

hod, ovorhoard tho remark. "Now,
nurso, como, wo ain't no nood to bo
told that. Wo ain't under no delusion
ns to tho voos In this 'oro place, and if
wo was 'ore's Thomson at 'and to

'cm to us linny hour of tho day
lior night."
, Tni.' cpcooli was intended us a ch"- -

ltmgo to Thomson, tho pale-face- d shoe-
maker in tho noxt bed, who accoptod it
as such, and a discussion followed which
was much relished by such of tho In-

valids round ns could hoar It.
I did not hear any moro of tho dis-

cussion, nor which had tho best of it In
tho end. My attention becamo com-
pletely takon up with my patlont, who
nad sunk lnto,a vory low stato now that
ho was quietly In bod. I had dono all I
could for him and was occupied In an-

other part of tho ward, when I saw Sis-t- or

Janet bringing a woman up to his
bedside. I was sorry to boo ho had such
bolonglng.s, for ho scorned to bo a

decent young fellow. This
woman was tho most dlsroputablo-look-In- s

obloct vou can Imailno. Her bat
tered bonnet kept slipping back oil' her
noati, in spito oi nor aimless clutches,
and her ragged shawl was of a dirtiness
unspeakable Anderson, my patient,
was bo ill that when Slater Janot moved
nwav I came forward to keen ati ovn on
things. Ho sat propped up with pillows
on account of the iniury to his jaw, and
ho could not roply to his mother's

except by fcoblo signs. But this
did not seom to matter much. Sho was
vory voluble, and addressed horsolf to
mo and to Hicks in tho neighboring bed.
Sho said all in a broath what a pity it
was when a flno young man like hor
son, nnd tho only support of his wid-
owed mother, took to drink, nnd how
sho'd boggod and prayed of him to leavo
it off, as suio she was that no good
would como of It, and now her words
had como true, for ho had fallen down
tho hoight of a flight of stairs on to tho
stones, along of tho railings giv-
ing way, when sho was
him up as drunk ns any thing, and now
thoro lio was, and sho without a r.

nnd would I klndlv lend hnr n
trifle; and sho onded with a burst of
tears. Of course I could soo what Sis-

ter Janot, boing rather inoxpcrlenccd,
and charity itself, had not noticed
that tho woman was herself under tho
inlluenco of drink and must bo got away
ns quickly as possible, which I proceed
ed to no. ui coui'so tuo scene was wit-
nessed by all tho patients near at hand.
I fancied Hicks looked somowhat
abashed, though ho was rending his
paper with great diligence. I supposo
no expected Thomson to Improvo tho
occasion for tcototalism, but Thomson
with, I thought, some delicacy, left tho
incident to point its own moral.

It must have been an hour after tho
departuro of tho mother when Sister
Janot beckoned me across tho ward.

"Hero is another porson asking for
No. 9," sho said. "Thoy should not
havo given nnothor pass I
can't lot hor in. She camo just after
tho oilier woman was gone, and sho has
been standing outsido for abovo an
hour. Trv and see if you can persuade
her to go."'

I wont out. What a contrast from
No. 9's last visitor! A small, slim girl,
palo as death, but quito collected. Sho
clasped her hands.

"Ah, it madamo would permit mo
within! It is his mother that was
como. That sho has mado harm, it is
possible,' yes. But I would not make
him harm, mo. I would regard only,
nnd is it that madamo thinks it would
make him harm? Ah, non, impossi-
ble!"

"Aro you his wifo?"
Tho pale face flushed. "Ah, non; to-

morrow, madamo, wo marry ourselves."
Poor things! I felt for them. But I

told her it was bettor for him to keep
quiet, and that sho could como and nit
with him being visiting aft-
ernoon.

"But, madamo, if ho die! It is ncc-cssai- re

that I speak to him; ah, it is
ncccssalro!"

I told her that ho was not dangerous-
ly hurt; that being a strong, sobor
young man, thcro was overy chance of
a speedy recovery, and that as his jaw
was hurt ho could not speak to her if
sho wont to him.

"I will oxpect, madamo, all the night,
if it is ncccsairo; I will oxpect till ho
sleep, if I may then rogard him."

I could resist tho pleading no longer,
and I suspected Sister Janot of sending
mo to tho task because sho was unable to
do so. I went back to her. No, it
would not do; sho could not go back1
from her word. Howover, sho finally
gavo way so far as to consent to tho
girl's coming insido and looking at An-
derson from wlioro ho could not soo
hor. Then sho wont away somowhat
pacified. I ofl'crod to give any message
sho liked.

"Ah, non, Madame," sho said; "you
aro so good. I thank you from my
hoart. But madamo understands tho
words must come from mo to him. Tell
him that I como that is all."

Tho girl was vory winning.
As the hours passed, Anderson, dis-

tressing though his condition was, utter-
ed no word of complaint, and onco
when I adjusted his pillows and got a
spoonful of milk betweon his lips with
groat effort ho managed to say: "I feol
over so much better.' And tho night
nurse told mo noxt iuorning that ho had
been just ns pationt during his sleepless
night. Tho llttlo French girl camo
that afternoon at tho earliest moment
of visitors' time and stayed till tho lat-
est. Sho sat by thn bedside and hold his
hand, as quiet as a little mouse Sho
did not appear to say much, but I sup-
poso thoy had a language of thoir own.
Sho camo every week. His mother also
camo, but not so regularly. Tho girl
novor yielded hor pltioo to tho older
woman, but sat still by tho bedsido,
looking at hor all tho time with au ex-

traordinarily liereo expression. Tho
woman seomed to mo cowed by it, anil
novcr stayed long. I was so interested
in tho two young people that I used to
watch thorn as I sat at my noedlowork
at tho end of tho ward. I wondored
what was going on below tho surface.
It was evident that tho oldor woman
and tho youugor wore not friendly to
each othor. Tlio young man, I thought,
between tho two, might havo a dlllleiilt
position. Ho went on fairly well for
somo time, and by degrees grow nblo to
sneak and oat with comfort, but his arm
did not progress as It should. It was a
vory bail caso of what tho doctors call a
compound comminuted fracture. How
tho accident happoncd remained a mys-
tery, I hud my suspicions, but could
make nothing out of Andorson, who
was oxtromoly reserved. When I asked
him how ha camo to turablo down
stairs liko a baby, ho answored that ho
supposed It was along of clumsiness,
and that in thoir place tho stairs wine
dark and rotten, But I could not

ho had fullon without cause, and
na I felt sura tho causo had not boon
drink, I could not liolp suspecting thoro
had been somo foul play.

Ho hud boon in hospital a month or
or live wooks whon tho doctors began
to look vory grave ovor tho arm, ami at
last ono morning thoy broke It to him
that It would havo to bo amputated. I
did not hoar how ho took It at first, for
I wont Into tho ward kltchou on pro-ten-

of fetching something for tho doc-
tors, ami cried. Such a flno, good
young follow, Just going to bo marrlod,
and by trado a eurpontorl I said to my-so- lf

Unit ho would hour It like a man,
But whon I got buck, to my surprise I

found tho doctor much out of palionco.
Andorson hrul flatly refused to havo it
taken oil? "Here, nurse," cried tho
doctor, "you como and talk to him and
porsitado tho silly follow not to throw
away his lifo," 'and ho loft mo to tho
task. Wo nurses aro used to bringing
a bright fnco and firm voico fo such
tasks as these, ovon whon our hearts nro
sore, ns mlno was thou. But it was of
no uso. Andorson, poor follow, soomod
ns It turned to stone; all tho lifo had
gono out of his fnco. Ho was hard nnd
silent and replied to mo only by curt re-

fusals. This stato of things went on
for somo days. Every iuorning tho
doctors tried again, but I loft oft" argu
ing, for 1 saw it was of no uso. How-
ever, I looked to visitors' day to chnngo
ins intnu, ami oniy wisiicu it nan uoen
nearer, for his arm was In a terrible
state. And yet I dreaded it too, think-
ing of tho sl'ook tho news would bo to
tho poor llttlo French sweetheart who
had been hoping so soon to bo his wife.
Would sho have norvo enough to set
aside hor own feollugs and try to recon-
cile him to tho loss of his arm and tho
altered lifo before him?

Tho nfternoon arrived, and I saw poor
Andorson witli a face that mado my heart
swell with pity watching tho door. But
sno was not as punctual as usual, ino
nfternoon woro on, tho visitors left tho
ward and sho had not come. Tho moth-
er camo and stayed afow moments only,
looking scared," 1 thought. I did not
hoar nny thing that passed between
them. Sho looked to mo somowhat tho
worso for drink. I do not know whon
I havo been moro taken In than by that
girl's not appearing. I had counted on
it with sueh certainty. I could scarcely
believe tho timo was gone, oven whilo I
looked at tho clock. As for tho poor
follow, I could only guoss at what ho
felt.

"Do you know why your friend lias
not como to sen you I asked
lilm ns carelessly as 1 con III, tin was so
shy of talking about himself tliit I was
afraid of scarinsr him. Ho only said:
"No, I don't; not for cortain," but ho
looked at mo a? if ho half wanted to toll
mo morj, and I thought it would como.
And so it did that night when I gavo
him his medicine. Ho said, just :1s I
was leaving him.

"I say, nur.se, I want to send a let-
ter."

"Do you?" I said; "I will writo it for
you with pleasure. Who is it to be sont
to?" though of couro I know.

"It's to my girl," and ho grew red
nnd very bashful.

"1 suppose you want to tell her about
your arm?"

"Sho knows that Thoro was a man
went out yestorday that lives in our
yard, and ho told mv mother and she
told her."

So this wns tho end of tho litllo
French girl's devotion! Now that thcro
was no chunco of his being able to keep
hor she would not oven come to see
him. As I could not say what I felt I
hold my tongue. Anderson wont on:
"Will you say in tho letter that she
needn't bo afraid of mo wanting to
keep her at her word? Toll hor I ain't
going to have my arm off. I'll tako my
chance. 1 don't want any thing from
her, but just to como onco to see mo
for tho sako of old times. Don't forgot
to put that in, nurse for tho sako of
old i times. Porhaps sho is in tho right
to keep away, but I'd rather sho'd
como just for'once, do you see?"

1 wrote tho letter and posted it. I
should like to havo added a few words
of my own to tho young lady, but I
thought I had better not meddle. Would
you beliovo it? No answer came from
that heartless girl. Tho arm was getting
Worso, and tho doctors .said that noth
ing but amputation could savo his life.
But Andorson couldn't bo moved from
his resolve. Ho said that if dio ho
must, why ho would dlo liko a man, but
that ho'd known a fellow that kept his
leg for twenty yoars after tho doctors
wanlod it cut off. But ho was so low
and looked ho hopeless that I feared ho
did not caro much which way it wont,
nnd that was terribly against him. He
needed something to give him heart
enough to faco lito afresh as a cripple,
and to bring himsolf to beg for such
work as a cripple can do ho who had
been a skilled urt'san, an aristocrat ot
labor. A woman who loved him unirlitilo
it, I thought, but visitingday came round,
and a train tho mother came, but no
sweehoart, nnd there could bo no longor
any doubt of hor faithlessness. I begged
Anderson to Uko it liko a man, givo up
thinking of her, and havo his arm off
noxt morning. I told him it was piido
that stood in tho way, but that ho would
show a far better kind of prido in sub-
mitting to tlio will of God and making
tho bjst of his misfortunes liko a bravo
man. He listened to mo with attention,
and though ho did not answer I saw I
bad mado nn impression; though, I
am sure as I spoke, and thought of
his ruined lifo, I felt how different a
thing practico and precept aro. By and
by ho said:

"Nurse, perhaps I didn't ought to say
it, but I can't trust to what my mother
says. I can't get to tho bottom of what
sho told mo this afternoon. She's a
spito against my girl on account of ray
taking to her. Yon go out of doors,
don't you, nurso?"

Ho asked this so wistfully that I has-
tened to assure him I would go any-
where ho liked for him, in my off-dut-y

timo. So it was settled I should go to
tho house whoro his mother and tho girl
both lodged, and sco if all was right.
Happily, I had loavo of absonco that
ovening after tea. "You sco my motlior
is overtnuen with tuo tirniK now ana
again," ho said, in a shamofaocd under-
tone, "and sho has a terrible grudgo
against Mario, on account of its boing
along of her that sho was put out with
mo; nnd you seo, Mario don't mako
no allowance for hor boing in thn drink
that evoning. And sho don't know
what fear is, that girl. Sho'll up and
say any thing to tho old woman." In
his oxcitomont ho never saw that ho was
lotting out his secret. I hold my pcaco
and marveled at tho nbsonco of bitter-
ness toward tho mother who had beou
tho causo of his misfortunes.

I had nodlllloulty in finding tho court
to which Andorson dlrocted mo. It was
such u pluco ns nono but tho London
poor are doomed to live in. I should
not have relished going into it after
dark but for my nurso's garb, in which
wo are safe anywhere. And If I had
boon timid I nood only havo addrossod
myself to a policoman and ho would
have walked with mo anywhoro. So
many of tho forco havo bcon nursed by
us that thoy nro always pleased to show
us attention.

I had mado up my mind to sco tho
girl horsolf, if possible; but whonlmado
my inquiry for hor of tho grimy porson
who lived, with many others, no doubt,
on tho ground floor, I found that she
had loft tho housol Did thoy know
whero bIio was gono? No, thoy did not,
nor did thoy know whothor Mrs. An-
dorson was in. I might go up nnd soo,
If 1 liked, upon which thoy disappeared
Into tho gloom. I thought I hud bot-t- or

try "going up," and it was
well I did so, for I mot a
tldy-lookl- woman coming down,
who not ouly could toll me taut situ had

cen Mrs. Anderson go out, but that
fiho know whoro tho. young woman had
gono to, but would not loll mo unless 1

wanted It "for her good." So I got tho
address and wont to llnd tho place,
though I half repented mo of tho er-

rand, for this changing lodgings
as If to out oil all appoal,

seemed to mo tho most heartless thing
tho young woman had done. "Throo
pair back" boing tho direction I re-

ceived nt tho front door, L groped my
way up stairs ns pitch dark as thoy
usually nro in such houses, nnd lit
answer to mv tap, Marie herself ap-

peared at tho iloor. Tho room was ns
neat as Dsssibln nnd nlllto nrcttv In Its
poor way, and she horsolf dressed In n
trim dark dress with snowy French cap
nnd apron. But It was only in tho mo-
ment thnt passed before sho recognized
mo that I had tho heart to observe all
this. Poor child, how sho cried! I am
afraid I began by being harsh to her,
being so full of her supposed heartless-nes- s.

"Ah, madamo, Is it that ho thinks mo
faithless? Madamo, slnco I could not
go y I write to him ovon now,
voycz-vous- ." And I saw that sho had
been setting with pon and paper before
her. "An, to pnuvro garconi l couiu
not go, non; lam bhthchlssouso nt the
Fronch laundry and tho principal
chnngo itself; and she know not
mo and pormit mo not to go at
tho righ hour, nnd last week I
go plus tard, and thoy say no, It is
past the hour, nnd then I writo a word
and givo it to tho commissionaire to givo
to my Jean. And is it that ho had tho
heart to forget it? mals oul, it must bo
so. And is it possible thnt mon pauvro
Jean think me faithless? All, madam,"
and tho poor girl sobbed and cried so
bitterly thnt f put my arm around hor
and mado her loan "on my shoulder.
Sho was so absorbed in tho piteous idea
of Jean's suffering through doubts of
hor love that sho seemed hardly to tako
in tho Idoa of his losing his arm. "His
mother sav sho toll mo? Ah, non, sho
novaro toll me, madamo, and the letter,
I havo not received it, non. I come
away beeauso that his mother is so
mcchante, so bad. Sho hate mo for
that Jean love mo. Madamo knows
tjtat sho mado to fall my Joan beeauso
wo marry oursolvos noxt day, and that
ho work for mo then. Ah, ho is too
good to hor, but thon, voycz-vou- s, sho is
always his mothor, yes."

'Sho might forget her anger now
that ho is able to work for neither of
you," said I.

Mario ceased cryinsr, and drew hcrsolf
away from his arm, looking at mo with
a palo, fixed face, as on the first occa
sion I had scon her.

"Ah, lo pauvro ange, his arm, I for-
got! Madamo says ho will lose it. Toil
me."

I told her all about it, and of his re-

fusal to submit to tho operation.
"Mais comment, my Joan is not

coward!" and hor eyes flashed. "Ho is
dosolo that ho can not work, say vou?
But I can work mo! I work well; I get
tho good wages; and if I will not work!
And as you say, madame, in your so
kind way, ono can do much with ono
arm, if ono can not bo carpentarc. Ah,
how that God is good, for it is tho loft
arm, n'est co pas, that ho will losol"

"Come back with mo now," 1 said,
"anil por.siiado him to havo it dono to-

morrow morning" (I did not liko to say
"boforo it is toolato"). "I will gstyou
in, and wo must hurry, for my timo is
nearly up."

"If I will como!" said Mario, and sho
was ready in a moment.

I left hor watting down stalr3 while I
went to Sistor Janet, who was only too
glad to obtain admittance) for her, and
sho was soon by tho bedsido of hor
"Jean." Of courso I did not hoar what
pa?cd between them. When sho went
away Marie threw hor arms around ino
and kissed mo, and smiled with tho tears
running down her cheeks. Tho smilo
was ono of prido and thankfulness, and
tho tears wore for poor Jean's arm that
was going to bo taken off next morning.
Anderson's faco when I wont to him did
mo good to .see, for hopo and lifo had
como back into it.

"l'vo changed my mind, nurse," said
he, "and I know you'll bo glad to hear
it;" and then he whispered: "I don't
want any medicine; my girl has been
enough "medicine for mo!" Leisure
flour.

ATTAR OF ROSES.

Swoot Ferfumo Which Is Sold nt Ono Hun-
dred Dollars Per Ounce.

"Do you have much call for attar
of roses?" asked a reporter of a prom-
inent chemist and dealer in drugs in
this city.

"Oh yes," said tho dealer, "but thore
is very littlo of tho gonuino articlo sold
in Now York; it is too exponslve. The
genuine attar of roses, which is mado in
India and Australia, costs one
hundred dollars an ounce at the
places of distillation. It takos fifty
thousand roses to mako au ounco of
attar. The roses which aro used aro tho
common roses, of which variety tlioro
aro largo yields in California, where tho
distillation of attar could bo mado very
profitable. I have been through that
part of tho country and havo seen hedge-
rows near Sonoma, in that State, so
donso with theso rosos that tho odor
from them caused a fooling of faintness
and oppression on tho passor-b- y. In
India tuo rosos aro, however, regularly
cultivated. Thoy aro planted in rows
in tlio lioms ami aro particularly naruy."

"Do you know any thing of tho pro-- ,

cess used in distilling tho attar?"
"Tho work is dono by women and

children, who rogard it merely as a pleas-
ure. As soon as tho rosos begin to
bloom thoy aro picked. Tho loaves aro
then sopnratod and distilled in twice
thoir weight of water, which is aftor-war- d

drawn off into open vessels.
Thoso staud ovor night, boing covered,
to keep out dirt and insects, which aro
attraotod by tlio odor of tho rosos. In
tho morning the water is coated with a
thin oily film. This is tho rare attar of
rosos. It is skimmed off with a lino
foathor and put into vials, which aro
hormotioally sealed. So it may woll bo
imagined that any ossonco or oil thnt re-

quired tho distilling of fifty thousand
rosos to fill nn ounco vial is worth ovory
bit of tho prlco asked for it." N. Y.
Mail and Express.

A Remarkably Smart Man.

"Say, Mllus, whon air yor gwlno tor
name yor now boy?" a negro upo.i
mooting nn acquaintance, asked.

"Dono named him."
"Dat soP"
"Yes, sah,"
"Hopes yor gin him or big name."
"I did. Named him nrtor or big Con-

gressman."
"What does yor cull him?"
"Oloomunrnrliio Bill."
"Dut's right. Numo him nrtor do

statesmen ihv do folks kuiii' say (lathe's
or slouoli. Dat goncrmnn what yor
named him artor Jill' do whole Congress
fur a lining timo, nn' o' coau muf' lie we

uuutft wmS'Artoiimw Traveler,

A WARM DAY.

llio Horridly Torrid or Torrldly Horrid
Kiimmer CUllAtn of Hun Diego, (Jul.

I tako a plcco of drlod ink whittlod
down In my hand to Inform you thnt
tho equator has slipped sovoral notches
or two nnd got directly over us, sny ton
feet nbovo u, with warmor Indications
by tho corn baromctor. and making ono
think ho Is in Wiltshire, sure. It is tor-

rldly horrid, or horridly torrid, wo
don't know which, or both, but wo
rather think so. Tho impression Is that
wo havo dried nnd gono there, for wo
never saw so much weather with tho
eold jerked completely out of it. Tho
beauty of It Is that wo do not allow nny-bod- y

to mention It only when ho Is by
himsolf. If a Hottentot woro here to-

day ho would become hottentottor. A
brick wall doesn't givo any shado be-

eauso tho sun just knocks tho mortar
out botweon tho bricks and shines
through. It Is the hottest day ovor seen
in this country, and you couldn't ex-

pect to find a hotter ono In a future
country.

Nothing will cast n shadow. Tho
sun shines In tho windows of all four
sides of tho house. You wnlk around
without a shadow which is a groat
relief to somo of tho citizens, ns oven
tho polico can't shadow you. If
you ovor had a shadow on your reputa-
tion thcro is nono thoro now. It is use-
less for your nclchbors to try to lay
yon in thn shado. You do not need any
wood in tho stoves to cook with, its tho
stoves aro already red hot.

All kinds of businesss transactions
are red hot, and pcoplo get their lingers
burned, and it is impossible for pcoplo
to treat their enemies with tho usual
cool indifference. Tho mercury is at
tho extreme Fahrenheit of its rareor,
andnothingbuthot words now pass cur-
rent between neighbors. Water, whon it
gets to such a consistency that you can
roll It up in your lianas and mako a
baso ball out of it, is certainly a won-dorf- ul

thing. You perspire until you
arc dry, and it looks as if they would
have to soak us a wcok to bring us
back to lifo and soften us up a llttlo un-
til wo aro more pliable. Even tho
shades of dopartcd heroes aro few and
far between.

Tho usually cool, calculating man is
not hero now, nor the neighbor who can
givo vou the cold shoulder. A cake of
ico out in tho sun soon is dono brown,
a well-bake- d crust being formed on tho
surface of it. Boarders aro not com-
plaining about tho landlady's cold
victuals at meals, for thoy aro all hot.
If you want to bake bread just put it in-

to a refrigerator and it will soon be
dono. Ice-crea- m signs aro all taken in,
and tho young mon cease to bo taken in,
as can notendure this weather
and survive.

If vou nut rods on your houo to nro- -
vent tho heat from striking it your la-

bor will bo in vain, for tho sun-bol- ts will
striko down through tho roof and catch
you, even if you are under a feather-
bed.

Tho man who ventures out with a cool
soaked brick in Ids hat, thinking to
knock tho heat off with it, will soon go
to ground struck cither by tho heat or
tho brick. Lawyers to-d- are actually
sweating in their efforts to mako other
pooplo sweat. Old grudges seem to bo
softening and running away, and old
sailors say that tlioro is certainly a clear
passage to tho North Pole and "it would
to a good timo to start out for it now if
you were well equipped with linen
'dusters and have a goot assortment
of fans. Fans do no good here, as
thoy merely blow tlio heat against your
face and singo your board off. If ono
were a Shadracli, Mcsach or an Abcd-ncg- o

ho might go through this fiery
ordeal without a singe, but I do not
think any of us aro oligiblo for the posi-
tion. Yet if you start out with a buggy
you will bo nut to think that you aro
tin Elijah making tlio trip in a fiery
chariot though without cloarnnco
papers. Money in you pockets gets
hotter than ever and burns holes in
them a great deal quicker.

It is Mich a fierce hotness that wo aro
grievously depressed because we can
not rnn around and pay other people
what wo owe thorn so aro said other
people. Tho umbrella handlo actually
blisters your hand when you start out
with it, whilo you feel that you aro a
sort of a walking conflagration, and
yearn for somo ono to put you out.
The fiery effusions of tho poot can not bo
quenched ovon by tho cold water which
the humane editor throws on them.
Figures of speech aro inadequate to
express the figures of heat. Tlio earth
is heated so far down that wo will havo
hot wintors for somo time. But wo can
safely stato thnt book agents, insurance
mon, fleas, flics and other insects aro
standing this hot spoil wonderfully
woll. A. W. Bdlaw, in Detroit Free
Press.

NOSES REMODELED.

A Berlin Hnrgcon Who Itcpnlrs and Re-
makes Noses of livery Deacrlptiou.

There aro somo pcoplo in this world
who should carry their nosos in a scab-

bard, if for no othor reason than to hido
them from tho public gao. Now
Orleans is full of sueh people Many
of thoin havo knotty, lumpy, flat,
twisted and curly nosos, which aro a
positivo humiliation to tlio owners and
a sourco of much mortification to tho
rest of mankind. But tho ugly nosed
mon and women need no longor suffor.
Tho hour of thoir doliveranco from un-

gainly beaks has como, nnd if thoy do
not haul out tho artillery and lire a
saluto it is thoir own fault.

A Berlin surgeon has discovered tho
art of repairing and remodoling noses
of nil sizes and ages. He can tako a
noso shaped liko an artichoko and by
his pecuiur method turn it into a beauti-
ful and really classic snout. IIo bars
nothing. Tlio fnot of tlio mattor is lie
invites tlio hidoous and pays a premium
for it. Tho man with a noso twisted
Uko a gourd handlo or a rum's horn is
his pleasure. Tho man with no noso nt
all Is his delight and joy.

Tills Borlin surgeon, when ho gets
hold of n bud noso, puts chloroform un-
dor it and then grasps it with a pair of
bono forcops nnd smashes, outa and
knocks it into a pulp, and thon ho goes
quietly to work, and, with tho nasal
bono for a foundation, builds a noso
thnt makes the gods weop with envy,
and which is a real luxury to wipe and
to blow.

This dlscovory Is going to bo a bless-
ing to tho humnn ruce, for tho reason
that ho Is willing to imparl to his broth-
er professionals tho knowledge ho has
gained concerning noses, nnu to mnko
tliem the bonoflolarlcs of his art. This
gonorostty on his part leads us to

thnt n good deal of ugliness now
existing In tho human family will bo do- -

troyod. For Instance, tho sooioty girl
with n pug uoso tilted up at tho end,
and whloh cnunos lior to look ns if sho
wore constantly smelling i bonoynrd or
it gnrimgo uurrei, can nuvo it trims'
foiwud Into u proboscis, us. delicate, and

afl captivating as thnt worn by tho hand-som- e

girl whoso likeness is imprinted
on our silver dollar. Tho person with
a short noso can have It properly and
artistically clongntod; tho long noso can
bo judiciously curtailed, and tho fat and
warty noso treated In such n manner as
to mnko it nppear thin nud muscular,

Tho greatest benclltto bo derived from
tho dlscovory, however, Is tho fact that
it will mako tho men of y braver
and readier than thoy nro to battlo for
their porsonal rights, for tho reason thnt
II tlioy get into a ngnt nnu tneir noses
nro mashed, thoy can go oft' nnd put
them In dock and havo tlicm repaired at
small cost. A broken noso will not
amount to much moro than a broken
wnlklng-stic- k, and tho dudes careful of

their good looks ywlll bo happy.
It is tho ono ambition of tho Berlin

surgeon's lifo to secure tho job of put-
ting a decent noso on tho Diiko of Cum- -
bonand. Tho Duko was born without
a nose, and a scrub doctor, who pro-
tended to know all about such things,
made him a nasal organ out of flesh cut
from his nrlstocratio arm. Unfor-
tunately, however, for tlio Duke, his
noso looks liko a hugo red tumor,
which wabbles from ono side to the oth-
er when ho walks, and trembles and
oscillates in tho wind as If it were a
clump of jolly. Tho Berlin nose-mak-

says that lie can remove tho ono-hors- o

affair from tho faco of tho Duke nnd
build him a royal smeller that will
stand up against n forty-mil- e galo as
stiff as tho bowsprit of a Dutch iron-
clad. He will guarantco it not to flop,
shako or to becomo loose in its fasten-
ings, and, therefore, wo ndvlso tho
Duko to take advantage of the oppor-
tunity and got a beak with somo back-
bone to it A. 0. States.

THE PECULIAR MAN.

A Public Nulinnco Which Is to bo Found
Almost I?vcrywltcrc

The peculiar man is n public nuisance.
Ho obtrudes his peculiarity on all occa-

sions with tho same sort of prido that
causes a Neapolitan beggar to glory in
tlio display of somo ghastly deformity.

Tho pcculinr man glories in his pe-

culiarity; ho calls it individuality, and
avors very truthfully that nothing should
make a man sacrifico his individuality.
IIo quotes: "Tho leopard cannotchango
Ills spots," and so emphasizes his pe-

culiarities.
Tho peculiar man invariably has tho

most romarkablo sot of principles. True,
one should havo principles, but it

tlio provinco of peculiarity to
forco its principles down the helpless
throat of its neighbor. Our peculiar
man .accounts for all his unpleasant
traits by tho stock remark: "Oh, you
know I am a peculiar man." And so
ho is peculiarly disagreeable.

The leopard's spots are born with liim;
the blomishos on tho peculiar man aro
usually tho product of cultivation, and
exaggerated to form an excuse for bad
temper, obstinacy or somo equally un-
pleasant trait, only permissible with-
out reproof, behind tho shelter of
peculiarity.

What right has any man to claim a
monopoly of traits either good or bad?
A man goes about growling at every-
thing, a perfect bear, never a pleasant,
civil word for any ono. "But then ho
is a peculiar man." A man eats at
outrageous hours, it is all right. Ho is
peculiar. A man drinks ovory thing or
nothing, goes nowhere or everywhere,
has bad manners, bad habits, bad
clothes; but claims peculiarity and feels
himsolf safely hedged from criticism
and entirely oxempt from tho dutios
owed by tho civilized, commonplace
man to his fellows. This sketch is not
funny, it isn't intended to bo funny it
is moral. 2V. Y. Graphic.

TWO NEAT REPLIES.

How Andrew Jackson Silenced nn Kxceod-Ingl- y

Hoastful Individual.
Andrew Jackson, it is related, was at

ono timo entertained at dinner by a gen-
tleman, and among those present was
ono of thoso people who often find their
way into story books, etc., as tho typo
of that offensive class of Americans who
nro always trailing their nationality in
tlio dust in tho offort to oxbalt their in-

dividual independence. This particular
gentleman, over tho wlno and walnuts
after dinner, in order to emphasizo his
own independence of disposition, of
which hu was loudly boastful, remarked
with a rare exhibition of

to General Jackson:
"I always vote against you, sir."
Tlio company was naturally rendered

speechless by this unexpected disclosure,
and tho scono actually looked squally;
but General Jackson put a stopper on
tho boastful individual and avoided fur-
ther trouble by smilingly remarking:

"And I, sir, havo always fought tho
battles of my country thnt you might
onjoy that privilege."

Another instanco of a happy response
is that of tho old Southern judgo but
whether a judgo in courtesy or in fact,
tho writor can not stato who must
havo had the faculty of quick and ap-

propriate reply pretty well developed,
if tho story related ot him is true. Ho
had boon a liereo Secessionist, and tlio
fact was not forgotten when, after tho
war, ho tho political nrona of
his native State. Sneaking at a cortain
plneo ono ovening in tho interest of his
own ctiminiHcy ior congress soiue ono
ill tho audience, who evidently had a
good memory, Inquired:

"Didn't you speak hero just before
the war?"

"I did," promptly responded tho
judge.

"And didn't you say wo could whip
tho Yankees with pop-guns-

"I did," Topliod tho unabashed judge,
"but, confound 'em, they wouldn't light
that way!" Pittsburgh Dispatch.

Why Ho Bought a Revolver.

"Hoard you've bcon out fishing,
Gndsby?"

"Yes, I spent tho best part of ten days
setting on a wet rock nnd holding a polo
ovor tlio w.vtor."

"Catch any thing?"
"Naw. Mlsorablo luck! Would you

believe it, ovory time I pullod my lino
out ouo aftornoon ray bait was gono? I
felt liko asking tho railroad und hotel
for my money back."

"Yes, I should think you would t

You woro entitled to n any-
how."

Gndsby hus traded oft' his fishing out-
fit for n nloknl-plate- d revolver, ilfcr-cha-nt

Traveler.

A now bowlng-innohln- o, said to do
oxeollont work, has boon brought out in
Lnglunil, and is mooting with nn onor- -
mous sale. It Is the invention of a
Gorman. It makes a perfect lock-stito- h,

Is only eight inches wido, and onco Inch
in thiokno?s, It contains no wheols,
nnd Is fitstonod to a table by moans of it
thumb clump. It soils for two dollars
und sixty-tw- o coiUb, As it rnn bo packed
tu ft small box It can be carried lu thn
pocket.

PITH AND POINT.

Becatifo good building Is slow work.
slow worker Is not necessarily a good

builder.
No man was ever so mean that hi

could not givo advleo. New Haven
News. Well, go on; whot were you go-

ing to say? Washington Post.
From a Belgian newspaper: A young

man who proposes to marry wishes te
meet a man of discretion and ex-

perience who will dissuade him from tin
attempt. Address Z. Z., post-ofllc-

"Do you boltovo In faith cures?"
"No." "But I undorstatid yout mother-in-la- w

wits cured of a long-standi-

coniplalntthrough this method." "Yes,
that's why I don't beliovo In them."
TuUmts. ,

A solemn, grny-hairc- d old man
camo m town ono day tins wcok ami
said tho fish in tho Sioux river woro out
on tho banks fnnnlng theniselvos with
thoir tails. Nobody seemed to doubt
thoni. Eslclline Hell. ,

Tho girl who novcr screams when
sho sees a snako Isn't a safo girl te
marry. With hor calm, cool, collected,
uncxcitnblo disposition, she would hil
where sho aimed with tlio rolling-pi- n

every time. N. Y. Independent.
You know, when wo wore boys ani

girls, there used to bo spiritual me-
diums? Well, there nro nono now.
They aro all "psychometrlsts and clair-
voyant delineators." But thoy still us
the same fearful and wondorful gram-
mar and spoil separato with two p'l
and three c's as of yore. BurdcUc

A Very Thoughtful Woman: A
man went 'homo tlio other night and
found his house locked up. After in-

finite trouble ho managed to gain an
pntrnnco through a back window, and
then discovered on tlio parlor table a
noto from his wife, reading: "I havo
gono out. You will find the koy on tho
side of the step." Ar. Y. Ledger.

The sweet-pe- a is now fashionable!
It has not tho gaudy, leonino beauty of
tho sunflower, and It larks tho tawny.
titanic toggery of tho tiger lily, while
as a dollar-jcrk- cr to tho Jacqueminot
rose tno sweot-pe- a is nowhere, but for
neat, unadulterated reminiscence of tho
back yard and your lirst girl, with hor
hair down hor back in two braids, the
sweet-pe- a sweeps tho deck with a wholo
royal sequence of the boyish past
Philadelphia Times.

An Englisman, calling at tho White
House, was descanting to Mr. Lincoln

who had never been abroad about
tho difference between Englishmen and
Americans. "Great difference in somo
respects," ho said, "great difference.
You Americans do things that an En-
glish gentleman would novor think of
uuiiig. now, lor miuucu, uu r,ii;iiii
gentleman would never think of black- -

ilK hls own boots." "Ah, indeed!"
said Mr. Lincoln, "whoso would ho
black?" Argonaut.

Memory
I wIhIi tlint I could remember

Our minister's Sunday text: I

Sty memory la so trenefieroua.
That I'm often rea ly vexed

When naked about some sermon
Which I know wus very flno,

It Is dreadful tnortltvlricr
When I can't rocall a lino.

' 1'ivn MISUTKS LATRO.

Did I notice Miss Jenkins' bonnott
Yes; wlmt a horrid shape I

And I noticed Miss Brown was wearing
Her old last season's cape.

She ears a different trimming
Last year, you know, 'twai fur

Hut I remember tho garmont
As well ns I do hor.

A DESPERATE MAN.

now nn Kdltor Camo Mighty Near Get- -

tine Into n lu.s With Him.
Hostcttcr McGinnis is an arrant cow-

ard, but at tlio same timo he is very boast-
ful. Meeting Gilhooly, ho said:

"Bill Snort camo mighty near gotting
into a fuss this morning."

"With whom?"
"With mo. I tell you ho had a pretty

closo call."
"What was it all about?"
"Well, you sco last week there was a

piece in Short's paper about mo having
stolen a hog in Cameron County. The
article went on ' to say that a red-h-

stoyo wouldn't bo safe if I was around,
and it seemed to mo that it was a sorter
reflection on my honesty."

"Yes, I read tho articlo. It was rath-
er personal."

"Jess so. Woll, I thought I'd call on
tho editor and ask him what he meant,
if I could find him in." ,

"Did you find him in?"
"Yes, ho was in; so I asked him If he

meant to impeach my honesty. Whal
do you supposo he said?" '

"l'vo no idea."
"Ho said I didn't have any honesty to

Impeach, and with that ho hit me in tlia
oyo with his fist I happened to notice
that there was a pistol on the desk and
as quick as lightning I grabbed it"

"Did you shoot him?"
"No; I just grabbed tho pistol to keep

him from shooting mo witli it As soon
as I got hold of it I darted out tho door.
Ho took after me, but couldn't overtake
me. What do you supposo Snort has
dono now? He has como out in his pa-
per and charged mo with stealing tho
pistol, whon I only took it to keep him
from shooting mo with it. Snort is too
darned reckless in what lie says and
does, nnd somo of theso days he'll gel
hurt."

"Yes; ho'll stump his too winning
after yon." Texas Silings.

m m

THE NOBLE RED MAN.

A Iloston maiden's l'oetle View of the
Warriors of the I'lalns.

Ho was a Kansas man and he was in
Boston for tho lirst time, whoro ho was
introduced to Miss Dudino, who said to
him:

"Oil, Mr. Granger, havo you over
seen nny of thoso dear delightful Iu-dla-

In tho West?"
"InjunsP You bet; last fellow I saw

'foro i loft wns a Chorokoo?"
"How entrancing! And did ho have

any scalps with him?"
"Ono. Ho woro it on his bond II

was his own."
"And wns ho in his war paint, and

did ho have a name liko Rolling Thun-
der or White WindP"

"No, I guess ho hadn't any wnr paint
on himself, but ho was layin' somo on
tho town, and his namo wasn't Rollin'
Thundor; wo nlwnj-- s called him Jim
Smith."

"But was ho a real IndianP"
"Furo quill; guoss nono of 'era moro

so."
"But ho was surely on tho war path,

wasn't ho? Mothinks I soo him now,
standing on tho brow of a mighty hlllj
his eaglo oyo glancos athwart tho peace-
ful valley bolow, whoro his fathers slum-
ber: and it strun no. liereo sadnoss swoops
ovor his dusky fnco, und ho kneols down
und makes this fearful vow; 'Grout
Chlefttilu, Manitou of the Chorokoos,
hour mo' "

"No, miss, you're away off, Jim
Smith wasn't that kind of u man; last 1

ww of him ho was hungln' around John,
sou's drug fetoro, trying to work them
for n snifter at the jug behind tho pro
Ecvlutlou cftsc," S(, Louis Whlff


